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A thrilling mystery story about a
man who lost his courage and the
girl who helped him to find it again

By MARY
ROBERTS
RINEHART
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will always come back, sad perhaps
sometime—"

Her voice tralled off. Far ahead of
%er she saw the years stretching out,
@marked, not by days and months, but
3y Palmer's wanderings awny, his re-
worseful returns.

“Do a lttle more thnn forgetting,”
& sald. *Try to care for hiw, Chris-
dne. You did once, And that's your
strongest weapon. It's nlwiys a wom-
an's strougest weapon. And it wins in
the end.”

“l shall try, K." she answered
obediently.

But he turned away from the look
in her eyes,

Harrlet was abroad. She hnd sent
cards from Paris to her “trade” It
was an junovution, The two or three
People on the Street who recelved her
engruved announcement thot she wns 4
there, “buying new chic models for the
autumn und winter—afternoon frocks,
evening gowns, recoption dresses, and
wraps, from Poiret, Murtial ot Armund,
and others,” left the envelopes ¢asunl-
4y ou the parior table, us if communica-
tlons from Vuris were guite to be ex-|
pected.

So K. lunched alone, and nte little.
Siduey came home at half-past two—
came delicately Hushed, us if she had
huerted, and with a trewulous smile
that canght Katle's eyes at once,

“Bless the child 1 ghe said, “There's
00 need to usk bow he s today, Yoa're
all one swile”

The smile set just o triflo.

“Ratie, someone has weltten my
name out on the street, in chalk, It's
with Doctor Wilson's, and it looks so
allly. DPlease 2o ont anld sweep it off,”

“I'm about ¢razy with thelr obd chalk. |

1"l do it after a while

“Please do It now, I don't want uny-
one to see It Is—is¢ Mr. K. upstairs®”

Bur when she learned that K. was
upstales, oddly enough, she did not go
up ut once.  She stood in the lower
hiall and listened., Yes, he was there.
She could heue hin moving ahout, Her
fips parted stightly us she Hsteneil,

Christine, looking in from her bal-
cony, suw lier there, anil, secing some-
¢hing in her fave thut she hnd never
suspected, put ber hund 1o here thront,

“Sidney !"

“Ohi—hello, Chris."”

“Won't you come and sit with me?”

=1 haven't much thime—that s, I want
o speak to K.

“You cun sce him when he comes
down."”

Sidney came slowly theongh the par-
Tor. It occurred to her, all ot onee,
that Christine must see o ot pf K,
especially now. No doubt he wns in
and out of the house often,  And how
pretty Christine was!  She was up-
happy, too. Al that scemed to be nec-
easary to win KU's attentlon was to be
unhappy enough. Well, surely, in that
case—

“How Is Max?"

“Still better.”

Sidney sat down on the edge of the
walling; but she was eareful, Christine
saw, to fuce the stiircage, There wns
sallence on  the baleony. Christine

ssewed ; Sldney sat und swung her feet

idly.

“Doctor Ed says Max wants you to
give up your training nnd wmarry him
mow.,"

“I'm not going to marry him at all,
'Chris."

Upstairs, K.'s door slammed. It was
one of his failings that he always
Huarriet used to be

slammed doors,

quite disagreeable about it,

Sidoey slid from the ralling,

“There he ls now."

Perhaps, in all her frivolous, selfish
fife, Christine had never had a bigger
spoment than the pne that followed,
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teinable that now hix masculine mind. &
little weary with much wretchedness,
refused to move from Its old attitude,

“It wos glamour, that was all, K"
sald Sidney bravely.

“But, perhaps,” acid K., “it's just be-
cause of that miserable Incident with
Carlotta. That wasa't the right thing,
of course, but Max has told me the
story. It war reslly quite innocent. She
fainted In the yard, and—"

Sidney was exasperated.

“Do you want ue to marry him, E.7"

K. looked straight ahead.

“l wamt you to be happy, dear.”

They were on the terrace of the
White Springs hotel ugain, K. had or-
dereld dinner, making a great to-do
about getting the dishes they both
liked, But now that it was there, they
were not eating. K. had placed his
chair so that his profile was turned to-
wiard her. Pust K.'s proflle Sidney

could see the magnolia tree shaped like
a heart. '

“It seems to me,” sald Sidney sud-
denly, “that you are kind to everyone
but me, K"

He fairly stammered his nstonish- |
ment :
“Why, what on earth have I done?”

“You are trying to mnke me wuarry |
Max, aren't yout" '

She was very properly ashamed of |
that, and, when he failed to reply out |
of sheer dnability to think of one that |
would not say too much, she went
hastily to something else; “It is hard '
for me to realize thut you—thut you |
lived n life of your own, a busy life, !
doing useful things, before you came |
to us, T wish you would tell me some-
thing about yourself. 1 we're to be
fricnds when you go away,"—she lind

thront—"1'I1l wunt to know how to
think of you—who your friends are—
ull that."

e made an effort. IHe was think-

| Ing, of course, that he would be vis-

ualizing her, in the hospital, lp the 1t-

looked Just then, her eyes like stars, |
hier Hps Just parted, her haods folded |

| before Ler on the table,

“I shall be working," he suld at lust.
“So wlill you.”

“Does that mean you won't have
time to think of me?"

*I believe I'th stupider than usual to-
night. You can think of me as never
forgetting you or the Street, working
or pluyiug.”

Playing! Of ecourse he would not
work all the time. And he wus golng
buek to his old friends, to people who
had ulways known him, to glrls—

He did his best then, e told her of
the old family house, bullt by one of
his forebears who hnd been a king's
titn until Washington had put the case
tor the coloules, und who had given
Itinself and hils oldest son then to the
ciiuse that he mwade his own, He told |
of ol servants who had wept when he |
declded to close the house aund go
1 awny. When she fell silent, he thought
he was interesting her,

hut @ terrible thing was happening
to Sidney. Side by side with the won-
ders he deseribed so casually, she was
plucing the little house, What an exile
it must have been for him! When K,
trylng his best to Interest her and to
concenl his own heaviness of spirit,
told her of his grandfather's old car-
rluge, she sat back in the shadow,
“Fearful old thing," said K.—"regu-
lnr cabriolet, I can rewember yet the
finlly rows over it

“When I was a child,” sald Sldney
quletly, “and o ecarriage drove up and
stopped on the Street, T nlways knew
someone had died!"

There wus n stralned note Iln her
volee, K, whose enr wus attuned to
every note In her volee, looked at her
quickly,

“My great-grandfather,” sald Sldney
in the sume tone, “sold chickens at
market, He dido't do It himself; but
the fact's there, lsn't 182"

K. was puzzled.

“What nbout it?" he sald.

“Go on,” sald Sidney dully, *“Tell
me about the women you have known,
your friends, the ones you liked and
the ones who llked you."

K. was rather apologetic.

“I've always been so busy,” he con-
fessed. “I know na lot, but I don't think
they would Interest you. They don't
do nnything, you know—they travel
around and have a good time, They're
rather nice to look at, some of them,
But when you've sald that you've said
it all"

Nice to look at! Of course they
would be, with nothing else to think of
In all the world but of how they looked.

Buddenly Sidney felt very tired. Bhe
wanted to go back to the hospital, and
turn the key In the door of. her little
room, and le with her face down on
the bed.

“Would you miod very much if I
usked you to tnke me back?"

He did mind, He had a depressed
feellng that the evening had falled,
And his depresaion grew hs he brought
the car around. He understood, he
thought. Bhe was grieving about Max,
After all, & girl couldn't eare as she
had for a year ond n half, and then
give a man up because of mnother
woman, without a wrench,

“Do you really want to go hame, Bid-
ney, or Were you tired of nitting there?
In that cnse, we could drive around for
an bour or two. , I'l not talk If you'd
1lke to be qulet.”

Being with K, had become an agony,
now thnt she realized how wrong Chris-
tine had been, and that thelr worlds,
hérs and K.'s, had only touched for a
time. But she was not disposed to
skimp ns to sgony. Bhe would go
through with It, every word a stab, If

ahe might alt K. 2 lttle
t ool the touch of his old

15 ide, 1 700 don't mind”

tle house on its side street, us she

K. turned the automobile toward the
country roads,

-".

“Nea?

“Was there anybody you eared about
—any girl—when you left home?”

“l was not In love with anyone, if
that's hat you mean,”

“You knew Max before, didn't you?”

“Yes., You know that”

“If you knew things about him that 1
should have koown, why didn't you
tell me?”

“I couldn’t do whzt. could I? Any-
how—"

“Yes?

“I thought everything would be all
right. It seemed to me that the mere
fact of your caring for him—" That
was shaky ground ; he got off it quickly.

K. was suddenly awure that Sidoey
was crying. She sat with her lead
turned awny, using her huandkerchief

to stop there, for the lump in her | Fape

He Almost Crushed Her.

stealthily. He drew the ear up heside
the rond, and in a masterful fashion
turned her shoulders about uotil she
faced him.

“Now, tell me about it," he sald.
“It's just gllliness. I'm—I'm a little
hit lonely. Aunt Harrlet's in Paris,
and with Joe gone end everybody—"
“Aunt Harrlet "

He was properly dazed, for sure.
“And with you golng nway und never
coming back—"

“I'lI come back, of course, How's
this? I'll promise to come back when
you graduate, and semd you flowers.”
“You won't, K. You'll be buck with
your vuld friends, Girls who have been
everywhere, nnd have lovely clothes,
and who won't koow a T bunduge from
n figure eight!"

*“There will never be anyboidy in the
world llke you to me, dear,”"” HIs volce
wns husky.

“You are saying that to comfort me,”

“To comfort you! I—who have
wauted you so long thut it hurts even
to think about It! Ever sinee the night
I canie up the Street, and you were sit-
ting there on the steps—oh, my dear,
my denr, If you only cared a little!”

Because he was afrald that he would
get out of hand nnd take her In his
arms—which would be Idiotle, since, of
course, she did not care for him that
way—nhe gripped the steering-wheel, 1t
gave him a curlous appenraice of mak-
ing n pathetic appeal to the wind-
shield.

“I have been trylng to make you say
that all evening " gald Bldney. “I love
you so much thut— K., won't you tuke
me In your arms?t"

Take her In his arms! He almost
erushed her. He held her to him and
muttered Incoherencles wuntll she
gasped. It was as If he must make up
for long nrrears of hopelessness, He
held her off a bit to look at her, as If
to be sure it was she and no change-
ling, and ns If he wonted her eyes to
corrobornte her lips. There was no
lack of confession In her eyes; they
showed him a new heaven and a new
earth.

“It was you always, K." she con-
fessed, “1 just dido't realize it. But
now, when you look back, don't you see
it wast"”

He iooked back over the wanths
when she had seemed us unattainable
o8 the stars, and he did not see it. He
shook his head.

“I never had even a hope.”

“Not when I came to you with every-
thing? I broaght you all my troubles,
und you always helped."”

Her eyes filled. 8he bent down and
kissed one of his hands, He was so
hoppy that the foollsh little caress
made his heart hammer In his ears,

“[ think, K., that 1s how one can al-
ways tell when it Is the right one, and
will be the right one forever and ever,
It Is the person—one goes to In trous
u‘“

He had no words for that, only littie
caressing touches of her arm, her hand,
Porhaps, without It, he wasa
formulating a sort of prayer that,
sinco there must be troubles, she
would always come to him and he
would nlwnys be able to heip her,

And Bidney, too, fell silent. Bhe was.
recalling the day she became engaged
to Max, and the |

;:;‘-te. She would never wither for

Where before she had felt the clutch
of inexorable destiny, the woman's fate
uow she felt only his arms about hee,
ber cheek on his shabby coat.

“I shall love you all my life,” she
said shakily,

His arns tightened about her.

The little bouse wus dark when t
got back to it. The Street, which ha
heard that Mr. Le Moyne approved of
night alr, was ralsing its wiudows Yor
the night and ploning chicesecioth bage
over Its curtains to keep them clean.

In the second-story fruwme room ag
Mrs. McKee's, the buritone alept heavs
lly, and wade divers unvocul sounds,
He was hardeniog his throut, and so
slept with a wet towel about it.

Down on the dourstep, Mrs. McKee
and Mr., Wogner sat and made love
with the ald of a lighted match and the
pencil-pad,

The car drew up at the little house,
Kutie had heard it, and now she came
heavily along the hall,

“A wowan left this for Mr. K.,” she
{ said, *If you think it's a begging let-
| ter, you'd better Leep it until he's
{ bought his new suit toworrow, Almost
| any mowent he's likely to bust out.”
| But it was not a begging letter, K.
|vead It fn the haull, with Sidney's

shining eyes oo bhim. It begun ab-

ruptly:

I'm golng to Africa with ons of my
Icnuslm. S8ha Is 4 medical missionary.
Ferhaps I can work tlings out there,

"

| 1f T caused death, I did not mean to. |

You will think that no excuse, but It is
true. In the hospitel, when I changed the
{ bottles on Miss Page's medicine tray, 1
| did not care much what happened. But it
wiks different with you

You dizmissed me, you remomber. 1 had
been careless mbout & sponge count. 1
made up my mind to get bagk at you,
| You remember the packets of gauze
' sponges wa made and used In the operal-
ing room? There were twelve to each
packnge. When we counted them as we
| 8ot them out, we counted by packages.

i | On the night before 1 left, 1 went to the |
{ | operaling

room  wnd added
| every hers and there.
, packets, perhaps, I fixed one that had
| thirteen. The next day I went awnay.
Then I was terrifled. 1 was so fright-
ened that | went down slck over It. When

Out of every dozen

I almost died of terror. Then I left the
city, 1 couldn't stand it.
to read a ntwspaper.

I am not golng to sign this letter,

I was afrald

You

that gort. 1 don’t expect it. But one
| the other night. You said vou'd lost your
faith in yourself. This Is to tell Fou that
you need mot. And you sald something
else—that anyone can "come back.' 1
wonder!

K. stood in the hall of the little house
with the letter In his hand. Just be-

| yond on the doorstep was Sidnay, wall
| Ing for him. JHM;m‘ahrm i3

{ from the touch of her. Beyond iy the |

Street, and beyond that lay the world
land o man's work to do,

{the dark, a Providence that wnde
| things right in the end.

“Are you coming, K.1"

“Coming," he sald, And, when he
wns beslde her, his long figure folded
to the short .measure of the step, he
stooped humbly aud Kissed the hem of
her soft white (ress.

(THE END,)

RAILROAD HAS SPOILED TOWN

| 8terzing, in the Austrian Tyrol, No
Longer the Pleasant Halting Place
That It Was Years Ago.

Sterzing Is a town of the pnsser-by,
n hamlet marked by the footprints of
20 centurles of voyaging great men.
The little town lles In the Austrian
Tyrol, on that rallrond which In peace
times runa gouthward from Innsbruck
to Veronn. Nowndays few voyngers
stop nt Sterzing, for the rallroad has
stretehed a day's Journey Immensely
and thereby deprived the traveler of
most of those one-night halting places
that were one of the Intimate delighta
of old-time travel, If one may belleve
the records.

Sterzing was such a halting place
on the old eouch journey from Gor.
many over the Alps to Itnly, Even
today it Impresses you ns n city that
might best he described as one great
inn. Tt is a typleally German inn, In
spite of lying ns It does on the Itallan
slope of the mountnins, Ita looks nnd
its hnbits and Its people are German,
though all the Influences of Itnlian prt
nnd Itallan thought flourish only g fow
hours awny. You may pitch a ehip
into the Brenner river in the morty.
Ing, and, If It ‘escapes the perils of
navigation, it will be In Italy befare
sundown,~Chicago Dally News.

Don't Be & Grouch.

“I don't think I am a groucy. or an
old snarleyow, but If I am 1 hope some-
oue will go and tell me now, And it I
am n snarleyow, nnd they can prove It,
too, I want to kvow right away, for I've
n stunt to do, 1 wnnt to go down here
and get a rope and get a rock and tle
the blamed thing around my neck’and
then fall off the dock. For what I sald
when [ was young Is just as true todany,
you have mo right to live along unloss
you've lenrned the way, BoIf I am a
crabbed guy I want to quit the scens,
I waat the old fool-killers' club to come
down on my bean.—Houston Post,

The Nearest Duty,
Let him who gropes palafully
darknesa or uncertaln light, and
vehomently that the dawn may rl
intq day, loy this procept well
heart: “Do the duty which

est thee, which thou knowest
duty! Thy second duty will al

gpongy |

I got butter, I beard you had loat a case |
and the cause was belng whispered about. |

know who it {8 from. And | am not golng |
to msk your forgiveness, or anything of

| thing hurts me more than anything else, |

Work, and |
faith to do It, a good woman's hand In |

1ant
| who

1—Cump of the Natlonnl Service school, the military prepuredness cunp for wowen, conducted by the Nuvy fo
near Washington, 2—Mizs Edwardina Lavole, bugler of the First feld artillery bund of the New York Nationn! o,
3—Loading ammunition on the light ratlway that follows closely the advance of the ollies in Frauce,
Valdes, president of Panama, whose country is standing by the United States.
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been signaled by an aviator.

The photograph shaows n detachment of
superdreadnaught and, above, the Insign

"FRENCH GUNNERS WATCHING FOR A SUBMARINE

THEY ARE THE FIRST TO -GET THERE

R

The recrulting ery of the marlne corps I8, “We are the first to get there.”

these soldiers of the sen on board a
lu of the corps,

-]
A vital part of the navy is the feet
high speed carrylng n gun and wireless

SUBMARINE CHASER AT TOP SPEED

of submarine chasers, small va-rll of
outfit.

lowers,

. Flowers nro perbaps the mont effec-
tive of the many little “Hnishing
touches” necessary to an nttractlve
home, There are thonsgnds of persons
with benutiful houses, Costly furnlsh.
ings, perhnps, artistically and skilitul
Ay arranged by the hands of n elever

tor, but {t takes the littie fnish-
Ing touches, the seemingly unlmpor-

ny things, done by the womnn

Patience,

Every msan, worthy of the oame,
should know how to possess his soul
—bearing with patience those things
which energy cannot change, and the
evil of which impatience only In.
créusen., This patient possession of
one's sonl stretchea far aod wide; It
covers all the domafn of socinl lite—
nll the truct of Inter-relntion with oths
ers, It menns patignes with every
kind of*outalde annoyance that cannot
he removed by vigorous exeetion,—-Mrs,
Lyna Linton, £

i M, + 5o it bttt <-\r-«,\.w‘, e

Gunners on a French destroyer photographied us they were watching for a German submurine whose location 1od

i

CAPT. G. H. BURRAGE

0 e AN AR TR 3
S e

Capt. G. H. Burrage of Winchester,
Mnss,, has been assigned to the battles
ship Nebrnska.

CUTTING THE BANDAGES

Miss Helen Reed, n Red Cross work'
er, using nn electrical machine for cut:
ting cloth Into bandages. r
Would the Bear Walt

When, the late Samuel W, Penny:
packer was governor of Pennsylvanio.
he wrote a‘very brief but highly inter
esting veto message. The legisature
passed a bill mpking it lllegul to kill »
bear with anything but o gun nod st
any time but the'm ‘Naovem
“Buppose,” -
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